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| I Am unable to account for the Myſtery with which the 
POEM I ſend you has been handed about. — In ſome part 


of Dofior GoLpsmitn's Works, be confeſſes himſelf ſo unable 


te refiſt the hungry Attacks of wretched Compilers, that 
B wh he 


bs. I 
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be contents himſelf with 455 Demanit of the fat Mar, 
who, when ar 8 ea, and the Crew in great Want of 
Provdilhe, was pitched on by the Sailors as the pro- 
pereſÞ Subject to ſupply their Wants: He found the 
Meceſſity of Acquieſeence, at the ſame Tine making the 
moſt reaſonable Demand of the firſs Cut off himſelf for 


himſelf, JF hen the Doctor in his Life-time was forced 

by theſe Anthropophagi to ſuch Capitulations, what Re- 
| ſpect can we now expe? from them? will they not 
dine on his memory? To reſcue him from this Inſult, 
I ſend you an authentic Copy of the laſt poetic Pro- 
duclion of this Great and Good Man; of which, J re- 
commend an early Publication, 10 prevent ſpurious Edi- 


o 


tions being uſhered into the World. 


Dr, Gold- 
" ſmith Selonged to a Club of Beaux Eſprits, where Wit 
ſparkled 


(  ) 


 ſparkled ſometimes at the Expence of Good. nature. | 
I: was propoſed to write Epitaphs on the Doctor; his 

Country, Dialect and Perſon, furniſhed Subjects of Wit- 

ticiſm. — The Dofor was called on for Retaliation, 

and at their next Meeting produced the following Poem, 

which I think adds one Leaf to his immortal FFreath. 
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RETALIAT I O N: 


. 


F old, when Scarron his companions invited, 


Each gueſt brought his diſh, and the feaſt was 
united ; 

If our landlord ſupplies us with beef, and with fiſh, 

Let each gueſt bring himſelf, and he brings the beſt diſh : 
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Our Dean ſhall be veniſon, juſt freſh from the plains ; 
Our Burke ſhall be tongue, with a garniſh of brains ; 
Our Will ſhall be wild fowl, of excellent flavour, 


And Dick with his pepper, ſhall heighten their ſavour : 


Our Cumberland's ſweet-bread, its place ſhall obtain, 


And Douglaſs's pudding, ſubſtantial and plain : 
Our Garrick's a fallad, for in him we ſee 

Oil, vinegar, ſugar, and ſalcneſs agree: 

To make out the dinner, full rial I am, 
That Ridge is anchovy, and Reynolds is lamb ; 
| That Hickey's a capon, and by the ſame rule, 

j Magnanimous Goldſmith, a gooſberry fool: 

| At a dinner fo various, at ſuch a repaſt, 
Who'd not be a glutton, and ſtick to the laſt : 


Here, 
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Here, waiter, more wine, let me {it while I'm able, 
»Till all my companions fink under the table; 
Then with chaos and blunders encircling my head, 


Let me ponder, and tell what I think of the dead. 


#< 


Here lies che vod Dean, re- united to earth, 


Who mixt reaſon with pleaſure, and wiſdom with mirth: 


If he had any faults, he has left us in doubt, 
At leaſt, in fix weeks, I could not find em out; 


Yet ſome have declar'd, and it can't be denied 'em, 


That ſly- boots was curſedly cunning to hide em. 


Here lies our good Edmund, whoſe genius was ſuch, 
We ſcarcely can praife it, or blame it too much; 


Who, born for the Univerſe, narrow'd his mind, 
| 5 


And to party gave up, what was meant for mankind. 


Tho 
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Tho' fraught with all learning, kept ſtraining his throat, 
To perſuade Tommy Townſend to lend him a vote; 
Who, too deep for his hearers, ſtill went on refining, 
And thought of convincing, while they thought of dining; 
Tho' equal to all things, for all things has | ft, 
Too nice for a ftateſman, too proud for Ray 
For a patelot too cool ; for a drudge, diſobedient, 
And wa fond of the vigbt to purſue the expedient. 
In ſhort, twas his fate, unemploy'd, or in play, Sir, 
To eat mutton cold, and cut blocks with 1 

Here lies honeſt William, whoſe heart was a mint, 
While the owner ne'er knew half the good that was in't ; 
The pupil of impulſe, it forc'd him along, 


His conduct ſtill right, with his argument wrong; 
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Still aiming at honour, yet fearing to roam, 

The coachman was tipſy, the chariot drove home; 
Would you aſk for his merits, alas! he had none, 
What was condoms ſpontaneous, his faults were his own. 
Here lies wi Richard, whole fate I muſt figh at, 
Alas, that ſuch frolic ſhould now be ſo quiet! 

What ſpirits were his, what wit and aka whim, 
Now breaking a jeſt, and now breaking a limb; 

Now rangling and grumbling to keep up the ball, 
Now teazing and vexing, yet laughing at all ? 

In ſhort ſo provoking a Devil was Dick, 

That we wiſh'd him full ten times a day at Old N ick, 


But miſſing his mirth and agreeable vein, 


As often we wiſh'd to have Dick back again, 
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[ 10 1 
Here Cumberland lies having acted his parts, 
The Terence of England, the mender of hearts; 
A flattering painter, who made it his care 
To draw men as they ought to be, not as they are. 


% 


His gallants are all faultleſs, his women divine, 


And comedy wonders at being ſo fine; 

Like a tragedy quoi be has dizen'd her out, 

Or rather like i giving a rovt, 

His fools have their follies ſo left in a croud 

Of virtues at feelings, that folly grows proud, 
And coxcombs alike in their failings alone, 
Adopting his portraits are pleas'd with their own. 
gay, when has ar al this malady caught, 


Or wherefore his characters thus without fault ? 


Say 
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Say was it that vainly directing his view, 
To find out mens virtues and finding them few, 


Quite ſick of purſuing each troubleſome elf, 


He grew lazy at laſt and drew from himſelf? 
Here Douglas retires from his toils to relax, 

The ſcourge of impoſtors, the terror of quacks: 
Come all ye quack bards, and ye quacking divines, 
Come and dance on the ſpot where your tyrant reclines, 
Where Satire and Cenſure encircl'd his throne, 
1 fear'd for your ſafety, I fear'd for my on; 

But now he is gone, and we want a detector, 
Our Dodds ſhall be pious, our Kenricks ſhall lecture; 
Macpherſon write bombaſt, and call it a ſtyle, 


Our Townſhend make ſpeeches, and I ſhall compile ; 


New 
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New Landers and Bowers the Tweed ſhall crols over, 


No countryman living their tricks to diſcover ; 


Detection her taper ſhall quench to a ſpark, 
And Scotchman meet Scotchman and cheat in the dark. 


Here lies David Garrick, deſcribe me who can, 


| An abridgment of all that was pleaſant in man; 

As an A confeſt without rival to ſhine, 

| 8 As a wit, if not firſt, in the very firſt line, 

Yet with talents like theſe, and an excellent heart, 

| The man had his failings, a dupe to his art; 

Like an ill judge in beauty, his colours he ſpread, 

| And beplaiſter'd, with rouge, his own natural red, 

| On the 3 5 he was natural, ſimple, affecting, 

| Twas only that, when he was off, he was acting: 
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With no reaſon on earth to go out of his way, 

He turn'd and he varied full ten ti mes a day; 

Tho” ſecure of our hearts, yet confoundedly ſick, 

If they were not his own by fineſſing and FEY 

He caſt off his friends, as a huntſman his pack ; 

For he knew when he pleaſcd he could whiltle them back. 
Of praiſe, a mere glutton, he ſwallowed what came, 
And the puff of a dunce, he miſtook it for fame; 

„Till his reliſh grown callous, almoſt to diſcaſe, 

Who pepper'd the higheſt, was ſureſt to pleaſe. 

But let us be candid, and ſpeak out our mind, 

If dunces kites; he paid them in kind, 

Ye Kenricks, ye Kellys, and Woodfalls ſo grave, 

What a commerce was yours, while you got and you gave? 


E How 
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How did Grub-ſtre&t re-echo the ſhouts that you rais'd, 
While he was beroſſia' d, and you were beprais'd ? 

But peace to his ſpirit, wherever it flies, 

To act as an angel, and mix with the ſkies : 5 
Thoſe poets, who owe their beſt fame to his {kill, 

Shall ſtill be his flatterers, go where he will. 

Old Shakeſpeare, receive him, with praiſe and with love, 
And Beaumonts and Bens be his Kellys above. 

Here Hickey reclines a moſt blunt, pleaſant creature, 
And ſlander itſelf muſt allow him good - nature * 

He cheriſh'd his friend, and he reliſh'd a aner 7 


Vet one fault he had, and that one was a chumper: 


x | 
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Perhaps yau may aſk if that man was a miſer ? 


I anſwer, no, no, for he always was wiſer ; 


Too 
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Too courteous, perhaps, or obligingly flat ; 
His very worſt foe can't accuſe him of that. 


Perhaps he confided in men as they go, 


* 


And ſo was too fooliſhly honeſt; ab, no. 
Then what was failing? come tell it, and burn ye, 


He was, could he help it? a ſpecial attorney, 


Here Reynolds is laid, and to tell you my mind, 
He has not left a better or wiſer behind 3 
His pencil was ſtriking, reſiſtleſs and grand, 
His manners were gentle, complying and bland; 
Still born to improve us 1n every part, 


His pencil our faces, his manners our heart : 


To 


tal - 
To coxcombs averſe, yet moſt civilly ſtaring, 


When they judged without ſkill he was ſtill hard of hearing : 


When they talk'd of their Raphaels, Corregios and ſtuff, 


4 * 


He ſhifted his trumpet, and only took ſnuff. 
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